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amusement of letting down our hair to see whose tresses were longest, a competition which, of course, she won, as she knew she would, for she had a most glorious crop of raven locks. It makes one feel young to look back on the foolish pastimes that amused one in those far-away days.
The Court did not entertain on a large scale, though more than once during our year at Lisbon the corps diplomatique were received by Their Majesties. On these occasions a cercle was formed and the King and Queen used to make the round addressing a few gracious words to each guest. The Crown jewels of Portugal, especially the diamonds, were supposed to be the most beautiful in Europe, and well did they adorn the lovely Queen, whose beauty was enhanced by the majesty of her bearing. The fashions at that time were very trying, with tight skirts and overloaded bodices, the enormous mutton-chop sleeves in vogue taking all grace from the figure. But the dress of the day, ugly and cumbersome as it was, could not detract from the charm of Queen Amelie.
The King was enormously fat, but fond of sport and a first-class shot. We used to see them often driving about Lisbon, their little sons with them, dressed in dark blue jersey suits with red Basque be*rets on their heads. Often I have pictured since the scene of their brutal murder, when the vengeful mob attacked the carriage in which they drove and shot the King and his eldest son, whilst the Queen gallantly but vainly endeavoured to save them by throwing herself across their bodies at imminent risk to her own Hfe. When I had my farewell audience with Her Majesty prior to leaving Lisbon, she received me in her boudoir, a sumptuously furnished room withLISBON                             37
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